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By TiMoTHyY ScruBB, of Rag-Fair, Eſqz 


Say; haſt thou not of Uſurpation read; 

Read, 7 a Tyrant Ach mimick Throne, 

By Avarice and Cruelty entour'd, 

Rule with an Iron Rod an harraſsd Land, 

Oppreſs the virtuous and the nobly born ; 

Naiſe from the Dunghills, Miſcreants, whoſe Soult 

Mere form'd for Miſchief, and whoſe innate Hate 

Of what was good, made em fit Tools of Pour 

, Haſt thou not read of Deſolation dire, 

Of folemn Murders, ſanctih' d by Law ; 

Of Fudpes, who have ſet their Souls to Sale, 
traffick'd in the Blood of Innocence ? 

Haft thou not too, of a Sham Senate read, 

A Sham Protector, and his Standing Troops, 

Which flain'd with Blood the Face of Liberty, 

And drove the beauteous Goddeſs from our” Iſles ? 

Yet Scarce ſuch Illi deſerve the Name of Woe, 

When with the Loſs of Darling GIN compar d. 
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PRE FACE. 


E World may juſtly be ſur- 
prized to fee ſo 5 Le, hs 
N gedy ap in Print, before it 
- . upon the 
1 Stage, eſpecially at a Time when 
the Works of the Poets of our Family are re- 
cCeived with a general Applauſe by the Town, 
and that they themſelves, are in great Favour 
with the Maſters of all the Theatres : But to 
put an End to this Aſtoniſhment, T muſt in- 
form the Publick, that I thought it below 
the Character of ſo correct and ſo ſublime a 
Writer, as J maintain I am, to hawk his 
Works ; the Maſters know I have a large 
Magazine of Poetical Manufactures, where 
they cannot fail of being ſuited with every 
thing that may hit the Reigning Taſte, whe- 
| 3 ther in Tragedy, Comedy, Farce, or Opera 
Thanks to the ruling Planets, the Indulgence 
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of the Town has render'd the Vocation of a 
Poet extreamly eaſy, and whoever is ſure of 
a Letter from ſome Nobleman to one of the 
Maſters, will be alſo ſure of writing ſucceſs- 
fully for the Stage, the Publick having eaſed 
us of the Fatigue of Thinking ; of the Trou- 
ble of keeping up the different Characters, 


and of the galling Chains of Probabi- 


17 in Unity of Time and Place: for which, 
t 


e Memory of Mr. R---h, who firſt brought 


the Publick to this juſt Way of Thinking, 
by his Entertainments, giving them a Taſte 
of the Beauties found in Inconnexion, and the 
Advantages which flow from allowing a full 


Scope to the Poet's Genius; I fay, the Me- 
mory of this Great Man, will be always dear 
to the Sons of Parnaſſus, on account of. the. 
great Eaſe they enjoy from his fertile Invention. 
ndeed the Author of Hurlo-Thrumbo has' 


been of great Service to the Writers of Tra- 


1 Feat ſince he has ſubſtituted Sound for 


enſe, and has brought the Town to prefer a 


ſonorous Line to a Moral Sentence. But the 


Reaſon I have given is not the only one, 
which deterr'd my offering this Tragedy to 
the Stage. 


When a Friend of mine preſs'd me to let 


him ſhew it. 


* 
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I told him it would be to no Purpoſe, for 
the Maſters are ſo very penetrating, that I ap- 
prehended they wou d diſcover in it a Plot 
againſt the Government in my laſt Scene, or 
apply ſome of the vileſt Characters to ſome of 
our Miniſters; for J had obſerved that the Par- 
tizans of a certain great Man, if a FooPs Cap 
was thrown into the Publick, were ſure to make 
him a Complement of it, and let the World 
know it cou'd fit nobody elſe. He laugh'd at 
what I ſaid, and told me he had ſuch a diffe- 
rent Way of thinking, that he durſt anſwer 
for it that had I levelled, in any Place, at 
that great Man, he wou'd rather laugh at, 
than be ſtung by it, and ſooner clap the Sar. 
caſm (if there was Wit in it) than ſeek Re- 
venge on the Author. Believe me, continued 
he, Men in his diſtinguiſh'd Rank are above 
reſenting ſuch Trifles : If a Village Cur yelps 
at a Maſtif, he will lift up his Leg and piſs 
upon him. I anſwer'd, I did not like his Simi- 
le; that the Scrubs had made a conſiderable Fi- 
gure as far back as the Reign of King Stephen; 
that they were Favourites while the Lancaſtrian 
Line ſway'd the Scepter; that in the Time of 
of the Rump Parliament, under the Protec- 
tor we had, and even now under the preſent 


An n, we ſtill have, a conſiderable 
Share 
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enter into the Merits of the Family 


PP REFALEK. 


Share in the Affections of the greateſt and moſt 
noted 'Buſbeyans, We ſhall not ſays he, 


ive 
me the Piece, have it, I will. And fo Val. 
2 moi, It was ſhewn, and my Friend con- 
vinced that, I had not lived all my Life Time, 
without making ſome Obſervations. 


As to the Work itſelf *tis neither better nor 
worſe than you ſee it; judge of it as you pleaſe, 
but if you would have my Opinion, it is the 
beſt Tragedy that was ever wrote, aud he that 
makes a different Judgment of it, I ſhall pro- 
nounce an unfaſhionable Admirer of the ex- 
ploded Wit of a Shakeſpear, a Ben Jobnſan, 
Sc. and have as mean an Opinion of him, as 
I have of Pope, who has endeavour'd to ruin 
his Brethren, by writing in that antiquated 
Manner, and recommending the Works of 
Theſe old Authors, as worth Attention. 


I would willingly ward againſt the Charge 
of ill Nature, in making Worm, hang him- 
ſelf, but I aſſure the Reader, I did not hear 
that a Diſtiller had really been fo raſh, till the 
Piece was out of my Hands and Power of 
altering. 
| ERRA TA 
Page. Line 22. read advances. 

After l. 28. ſame Page add (:) 

Pag. 11. dele our. 

Page 20. Line 23. read, the better fares. 
P. 22. I. 2. read, ev'ry ib. I. read, bort. 
Ib. 27, change ? to! 


-T heſe cartivate the Senſe, theſe give Delight, 


PROLOGUE. 


F Novelty can pleaſe, I think 'tis clear, 
[n all, 4 want of Senſe, you have it here: 

For ſome ſmall Mice of Senſe, we pleaded hard 
To have the whole quite new; our Leadftrong Bard 
Wiou'd not be mov'd, by all that e cou'd ſay, 
And ſwore, we had a Mind to damn his Play. 
My Trazick Vein, ſaid he, miſt take the Towny 
Ii Diction puts, ev'n Hurlo-Thrumbo down, 
p 4 ſoars beyond their Caption, or my own 
For common Senſe, it is exploded quite, 
It checks the Poet in his rapid Flight ; 
That, and all Unity of Place and Time 
We heartily deſpiſe, who write ſublime. 
1 of Probability and theſe 

an't I Mackines, and Harlequin to pleaſe ? 
Can you deny theſe Wit? Again, my Thunder, 
And Liebt'ning's Blaze, will make an Audience wonder. 
Theſe are fine Stroaks of Wit, which raiſe a Name 
And give an Author everlaſting Fame: 


Theſe prove an Author does with Juda ment write 
And fill the Houſe uyon the Poets Night. : 
Damn common Senſe, tis ſo much out cf Faſbion, 
[ wou'd not write it, tho to ſave a Nation. 

That he may hit your Taſte, your Favour cin, 
He has beſide all thcſe, the Ghoſt of Gin; 
Coblers and Coopers, who reform the State, 
Yet think it much helow them to be great. 
In theſe the Roman Spirit ſtil l ſurvives, 
For Gin and Liberty, they'll give their Lives: 
Fearleſs of Death, reſolving to be free, 
But you ſhall ſee, by nd bye what you ſhall ſee. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Poet Scrubb. 


Funck, the Cobler. | 

Bavius, Orator of Grukſtreet. 
Mevius, Ambaſſador from Rag-Fair. 
Steel, the Butcher. 

Smutt, the Chimney-ſweeper. 
{apen, the Shoe-boy. 

_ the Taylor. 

Norm, _ 

Gelbes, J Diſtillers 

Tunn, the Cooper 


WOMEN. 


Liveretta. 
Mrs. Worm. 


Servants, Conſtable, Ec. 
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The ORAcLE of GIN. 
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2. 
SCENE the Street, 
Pot SCRUBB booted, in a ſbably Riding Dreſs. 


oo GX Eſpair is pictur'd in each Face I meet, 
And hollow Groans are heard in ev'ry 
— Street; | 

| Diſtillers Shops, of Dirt and Mirth the 
1 Scene, 
Are huſh'd as Death, their Floors and 
i | Counters clean : 

Shreeks of deſponding Matrons wound the Air, 
And drooping Car- Men, _ oppreſs d with Care. 
| 2 
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4 The Fall of Boy: Or, 


Sure ſome Diſaſter terrible, as ſtrange, 

Has, in my Abſence, wrought this dreadful Change. 
Bur fee old Funk, the Cobler, comes this Way. 

His Looks as gloomy, as a Winter's Day : 

Like all I've met, he ſeems with Grief oppreſfs'd, 

And Sighs to Sighs, ſucceeding, rend his Breaſt, 


Enter Funk. 
O! *ris nobly done, ye envious Great 
To bring, yourſelves, ſuch Ruin on the State! 


We now believe a Nero fir'd Rome, 
And ripp'd, with unconcern, his Mother's Womb ; 


For ye have prov'd, by this your Fel Decree 


That there are Monſters greater yer than he. 
Oh piercing Sorrow; Quinteſſence of Grief, 


'O Woe of Woes: O woe beyond Relicf, 


Philoſophy muſt fink beneath this Stroke, 
Enough to cleave, not Hearts of Men but Oak. 
Scrub. Say, Friendly Funk, whence ſprings thy fad 
Complaint ; 
Why are thy Looks ſo wan; thy Voice ſo faint ? 
Why, in ful! Tide of Day, ha'ſt left thy Stall, 
And thrown aſide thy Ends, thy Laſt, thy Awl ? 
Why dces thy Whiſtling ceaſe; and ſay, O why 
Is Horror ſeated in thy down caſt Eye? 

Funk. And art thou Stranger to th* oppreſſing Woe, 
Which gives our Breaſts to heave, our Eyes to flow; 
Which like the melting Snows, from Alpine Hills, 
Swell to a Torrent's Rage the peaceful Rills, 

Then with a rapid, and reſiſtleſs Force, 

Triumphing ov'r what e'er would check their Courſe, 
They ow ſweep along, diffuſing wide 

O'er all the Plains th' inexorable Tide; 

Herds, Flocks and Villages become its Prey, 

And by the Deluge, all are _ away ? 

No Wonder then I'm careleſs of my Stall, 

Since like Deſtruction, is decreed for all. 

Scrub But ſtill thou wreck'ſt me, ſay ; what is the 

Cauſe ? 


Funk. Thus, when curs'd Jealouſy th' unhappy 
gnaws, He 


y 
le 


1 And ſee Confuſion, with a careleſs Eye. 


! Who goes half Bare-Foot, may as well want Shoes. 


The Oracle of G1N. 


He grows impatient; is on Racks to find ; 

What, when diſcover'd, robs his Peace of Mind. 

The ill, I cannot name, do thou divine, 

And, by thy Grief, add double Weight to mine. 
Scrub. No hoftile Sword invades the Britiſh State ? 
Funt. That Ill wou'd, chiefly, fall upon the Great: 

Entrench'd, in Poverty, ſecure we'd he 


Scrub. Has the Bank broke, or does th' Exchequer 
fail, 
Sheep take the Rot, or Popery prevail ? 
Funk. Theſe Ills, indeed, a flight Concern might 
give, 
But are inferior to the Ill we grieve, 
Scrub. No Fire, I hope 
Fink. Should Cities blaze, our Claſs can little loſe : 


Scrub. In Price, does Cow-heel riſe; or Gibraltar, 
Does Spain demand, with Menaces of War? 
Funk. Cow heel, is cheap, as even thou coud'ſt, 
wiſh, 
The Grx ar, as yet, are Strangers to the Diſh. 
Of Gibraltar, ſo well the Weight we know, 
No Threats, from Spain, will make us let it go: 
But ere that loſt, and with it Port- Mahoon 
Thou'lt weep a greater Loſs, I fear, roo ſoon, 
But Lo, thy LivertrTTaA comes; no more 
The Blooming gentle Fair, ſhe was before. 
View her ſunk Eyes, behold her fallen Jaws, 
Her matted Hair, her Rags, her Pace, her Straws, 
Which are the ſad Effects, of—a much ſadder Cauſe. 
I cannot bear the Sight, my Heart will riſe, 
And all my Mother Stream into my Eyes  [Exit. 
Scrub, What Cauſe cou'd bring ſuch Deſolation on 
In ſix Weeks Time, the moſt I have been gone 


The Fall of Bos : Or, 


Buer Liveretta, ſings. 
I. 


1t wat in the Chriſtmas Week, 

When my Granny ſbe ſate by the Fire, 
She ſent me to buy an Ox-Cheek, 

And I fell withit all in the Mire. 


II. 


Come buy a Sheeps Head or a Liver 
Buy my freſh Lights for your Cat, 

But boil all the Lights that you give her, 
Win'd you have ker a Match for a Rat. 


Scrub. O my Liveretta; O! my enchanting Fair. 
Liv. Stand ofift—and give Sublimity more Air, 
a! I ſhou'd know Thee—yes, I know Thee well, 
m_ 33 our Votes, and did'ſt thy Suftrage 
el; 


With Gold and Fawning did'ſt our Favour win, 


And damnd'ſt us all, in damning of our Gin: 
Thus Satan's ſaid to deal with ſimple Witches, 
Who truck their Souls for tranſitory Riches. 
Scrub. Alaſs! thou know'ſt me not 
Liv. I know Thee not! do'ft thou not Weekly ſhew, 
Tho ſtarv'd by Want, we yet in Riches flow; 
Tho' by each Nation, rifled, aw'd and ſpurn'd, 
— fry alone, the Scale of Pow'r is turn'd ; 
ho* by Corruption, we're no longer free, 
You Weekly preach, that Chains are Liberty : 
Yes, Mother Osborn, thou'rt within our ken, 
We know thy Venal Soul, and proſtituted Pen. 
Scrub. Still, ſtill you err —— 
Ziv. Ha! Thou art Caleb, for I know thy waddle, 
And bent to win the Horſe, or loſe the Saddle, 
Moſt furiouſly, for Common-Wealth thou driv'ſt, 


And for an Oligarchy vainly ſtriv'ſt: 
The 


I, 
age 
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The Oracle of G1N. 7 
The Reins of Pow'r, a skilful Hand muſt guide, 
Believe me ir is more than up and ride ; 

The Art of Governing's not known to all, 

Remember Phaeton, and dread his Fall. [ Exit. 
Scrub. What mig 9 Ill can thus diftra& her Soul, 


t 
And baniſh Reaſon, far as Pole from Pole. 
[a dead Sound of Cleavers and Marrow- Bones. 
What melancholy Sound is this I hear, 
Which, -mix'd with Groans, rings dreadful in my Ear! 
[loud Groans and hreeks behind the Scenes. 
Horror, where ere I turn, affronts my Eyes 
And fills my Heart with Terror and Surprize. 


Enter. A March of Butchers with Marrow-Bones and 


Cleavers, the Lattcr cover d with black Crape follow'd by 
Men and Women, two and two, the Men with Mourning 


Hat-Bands and white Handkerchiefs at their Eyes, the 


Women with Crape over their Faces, and their Hair 


looſe ,, they march round the Stage, the Butchers beating 
a dead March, when they front the Audience, Bavius 


Orator of Grub- Street advance. 


Bav. This grateful Sorrow ſhewn by ſtreaming Eyes, 
Thoſe hollow Groans, which make your Boſoms riſe ; 
This doleful Drefs, and till more doletul Face, 
Your dreadful Mufick and your Solemn Pace, 
Do well the Greatneſs of our Loſs expreſs 
And ſpeak the Sorrows which our Souls _— 
Tho' had we Pow'r but equal to our Grie 
In childiſh Tears, we wou'd not ſeek Relief. 
No; as from Jove, the redden'd Bolt ſhould Ay 
And liquid Light'ning ſcorch the ſpangled Sky ; 
My dreadful Thunder o'er the welkin rowl 
And ſhake the nether World from Pole to Pole. 
I'd move thoſe Rocks, which bound old Neptune in, 
And Deluge ſhou'd revenge the Loſs of Gin. 

Scrub. (Aſide) A Tremor ſiezes on my Heart; thoſe 

Words 
Are worſe than Famine, Peſtilence or Swords. 
LA the Aſſiſtants groan. 


Bau 


3 The Fall of Bos : Or, 


Bar. But leſt Revenge on Britain ſhou'd prove vain, 
And ſhe gain Pow'r by the extended Main, 
My forked Light'nings ſhou'd her Fleet conſume, 
And all her Nobles find a watry Tomb. 
Omnes Oh —Oh—Oh—Oh—Alaſs!alaſs ! and then 
Hang them all up, that they may dry again. 
Fu (advancing.] The Story's ſad; but yet, let me 
adviſe, 
The Proverb ſays be merry, but be wiſe; 
If we ſhon'd burn the Fleet, —mind—we ſhou'd render 
A Paſlage ſafe, to Pope and to Pretender: 
The Proteſtant Religion then wou'd be, 
As ev'ry one may 2 wy in Jeopardy: 
And that wou'd prove, next to the Loſs of Gin, 
A grievous Il], if not a crying Sin, 
Omnes. No, by no Means, let us not burn the Fleet. 
Bav. To check my Light'nings then you think it 
meet ? | 
Stitch [advancing.] Oh! of all Love; and, Bavius, if 
1 you pleaſe, 
Be not too raſh, in letting in the Seas; A. 
Let the Rocks ſtand. ——— | 
Bav. Leave Nature on her Hooks? | | 
Steel the Butcher. Nor drown our Nobles ;,—ſome are 
in my Books. 
W:oman. Oh! do not thunder, Bavius, for I ſwear 
When <e'er it thunders, I'm half dead with Fear. 
Bav. Not thunder Woman ! by the Gods above, 
III thunder louder than the Thund'rer Jove. 
[.4 Noiſe of Frying Pans. 
What mournful Sounds are theſe which wound the Air? 
Enter one. A Meſſage Mevius brings you from Rag- 
Fair * 
[Mzvius preceeded by three Frying Pans hung with Crape. 
Mævius. With Sorrow this, with Grief this Hand 
replete, 
Ye Grub-Street Sages, am I ſent to meet, 
Since Bums have driv'n their darling Scrub away, 
The Rag Fair Chiefs, have pitch'd on me, this Day, 


Lo, | 
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The Oracle of Gix. 


Both in their Names, and friendly Words to greet 
Ye Fcllow-Sufferers of the fam'd Grub Street, 
Where Phelus keeps his Court, the Muſes fix their 
Sear. 
Our preſent Woe, I own, I ſcarce can bear, 
Suppreſs my Sighs, or check the ready Tear; 
Groans driv'n by Groans, and Sighs puſh'd on by Sighs, 
Are upwards forc'd, and ftrike the Azure Skies. 
When Friends now meet, they on each other ſtare, 
Their Silence loudly ſpeaks their Load of Care, : 
And Looks, amaz'd, dart Terror and Deſpair. 
Thus Rome, when Brennus,with his conqu'ring Gawls, 
Thro' [taly had pierc'd, and forc'd her Walls, 
Saw Matrons flying with diſhevell'd Hair 
Wounding with dreadful Shricks the ambient Air g 
Her gen'rous Senate ſaw in Curules plac'd, 
Deſpiſing Life, with glorious Wounds defac'd. 
So when an Infant does its Rattle loſe, 
Or teazing Fools deprive it of new Shoes, 
Its Breaſt Is ſwell'd, and Floods of briny Tears 
Speak its oppreſhng Grief, or racking Fears, 
That by your Aid, we all may find Relief, 
At leaſt, may caſe the Burthen of our Grief, 
I'm bid to ſay, that Sages of known Worth, 
Cow-Croſs, St. Giles's, Thieving-Lane, ſend forth, 
Who with the wiſeſt of the Borough meet 
The Held- Lane Chiefs, and Leaders of our Street: 
Theſe in a Corps, your Wiſdom underſtood, 
Beg you will join them for the Publick Good ; 
The Aint and Drury-Lane will add their Care, 
The Place of Meeting pitch'd on, is Rag- Fair. 
Bav. Your Meſſage does us Honour: lead the Way, 
It is not juſt we make the Council ſtay. 
Mev. Ye Frying-pans, with ſolemn Steps 2 
Bav. Our doleful March the Marrow- bones ſhall lead. 
[ Treunt in Proceſſion. 


Scrub. 


E AGE. ts Bee t3 ot 2 
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Scrub ſolus. 


Is then inſpiring Gin, at length, deny'd, 
And muſt this Spriug of Wit and Mirth be dry'd ! 
The Raſh, with Gin, were cautious, Cowards ſtout; 
Hanger was dampt, and piercing Cold ſhut out. 


Inſpir'd by Gin, I patiently have born, 


The Stings of Poverty, and rich Fools ſcorn ; 


Reflected on the ſhifting Scene of Things, 
Contemn'd the wicked G 


REAT, and pity'd Kings: 


For Time, ſtill changing, raiſes and caſts down, 
Kings fink in Slaves, Slaves, riſe to weara Crown. 
At Tyburn, Mortimer was forc'd from Day, 
Vet, did his Seed the Engliſb Sceprer ſway. 
My Spirits rais'd, my Blood by Gin made warm, 


I cou'd defy the ſurly'ſt Winter Storm; 


This only Comfort gone, what is there here, 


Is worth a Wiſh, or can engage my Care! 
Now Liveretta's loſt Il not complain, 


For Sorrow, 7 and Rage are vain: 


Death will ſoon end my melancholy 


” 


And Crop the happieſt in his Height of Glory. 


End of the firſt AF, 
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SCENE draws and diſcovers Liveretta reclin'd on a ö 
Bulk ; on one Side, a Black: ſboe Boy playing on a Blad- 
der and String; on the other, a Chimney-ſweeper playing 3 

on à Salt-Box with a Rolling-Pin. ; ; 


She riſes and comes forward. 


Uſick, I've heard, ev'n ſavage Breaſts can charm, | 
And of their Rage the hungry Wolves diſarm. 

Ev'n Stones obey'd, when Harmony has call'd, 

And by perſwaſive Sounds, a City wall'd ; 

So prevalent was Muſick, ſweet its Force, | 

Trees were allur'd, and Rivers check'd their Courſe ; 

In Meaſures regular did our Oaks advance, 

And Kids and 7 mingled in the Dance. 

What then am I, am I more ſenſeleſs grown 

Than Beaſts or Trees, than Rivulets or Stone. 

Oh Force of Woe ! oh penetrating Grief / 

What con'd melt Rocks, can yield me no Relief. 

NMethinks I ſee the Monarch of the Grave 

(The only Refuge that the Wretched have) 

Stretch forth his macerated Arms to me, 

(Thoſe Arms which only can from Sorrow free) 

He'll hug me cloſe, cloſe to his clayey Breaſt, 

Where I ſhall find uninterrupted Reſt. | 

No, charming Prince, in Min thou ſhalt not wooe, 

Lock'd in thy Arms we will ke Turtles cooe ; 

While round thy Skeleton my Libs are curl'd; 

My Soul ſhall viſit the Refulgent World; 


From 
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From Orb to Orb, my Stellar Courſe I'll ſhape, 
And ſwim in liquid Lighr, and float on Seas of * Tape. 
Oh Extaſy of Thought! freed from this Din, 
My Soul ſhall quaff eternal Drams of Gin. 
2 [Throws herſelf on the Ground, 
Grim, lovely Death, ro thee I'll force my Way, 
I'll follow Gin, tho* Kings ſhou'd court my Stay. 

[ dies. 


Smut the Chimmney-ſweeper. 


Thus, have I ſeen fair Elms, which topp'd the Wood, 
Which all the Rage of angry Winters ſtood, 

Whoſe lofty Summits ſought the vaulted Sky, 

Whoſe far-ſpread Roots did threat'ning Storms defy, 
By ſudden Tempeſts from Earth's Boſom torn, | 
Become the Sport of Boreas, and his Scorn. 


Japan the Shoe: boy. 


Here, in theſe Ruins, hapleſs Men may fee 
How vain is Beauty! vain Philoſophy ! 
The Paphian Goddeſs form'd her lovely Face, 
And in her Steps we ſaw a Funo's Grace; 
Faultleſs in Form, and in her Temper ſweet, 
In Converſation gay, but yet diſcreet ; 
Her Eyes at once both Love and Awe inſpir'd, 
And chill'd the Boſom which their Light'ning fir'd; 
Her Voice was ſich, that when it bleſs'd our Ears, 
We thought we heard the Muſick of the Spheres. 
How have I follow'd in dark Nights and Rain, 
The Nymph to Wapping, even from Field-Lane, 
To hear her cry Sheeps Heads, and thought the long 
And dirty Walk rewarded by her Song: 
But ſtill, rh*Heroick Beauties of her Mind 
Thoſe of her matchleſs Form as far out-ſhin'd, 
As Sol in Blaze of gorgeous Light array'd 
Exceeds the Gleam by Farthing-Candle made, 


. Oh ! 


—— d 


* Cant Word for Gin. 
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Oh ! with what Equanimity ſhe'd bear 

Th'Aſſaults of Hunger and inclement Air! 
Thro' Froft and Snow ſhe would her Wainfleets crys 
Nor mention Cold, if Cuſtomers would * 4 | 


No Northern Blaſts could keep the Fair One in, 
Nor ſoalleſs Shoes, all Ills were drown'd in Gin. 


; 
* 


X 


Gin dry'd her Feet, Gin thaw'd the frozen Air, 4 


Rags might let Water in, but Gin kept out all Care. 


mut. Le Members, ſee the Ruin you've brought on. 


And view, in her, the Miſchiefs you have done, 
That Conſtancy of Mind, by which ſhe'd ſlight 
The Sleet, the Cold of bluſt' ring Winter's Night, 
By N thro* Seas ſhe bore 
Of Wants, which daily flow upon the Poor, 
Is, by prohibiting, that Gin be drunk, | 
Shut from the Day, in endleſs Darkneſs ſunk. 
ap: So the wreck'd Mariner who vig'rous laves, 

With brawny Arms, the ſmall inſulting Waves, 
Like Neptune triumphs, o'er the Billows rides, 
And ſtems courageouſly oppoſing Tides ; ; 
Is, by a Mountain Sea which threats the Coaſt, 
O'erlaid, and ſpight of Reſolution loſt, _ 

Smut. Coriolanus ſo unmov'd could hear 
His Country's Groans, the humbled Senate's Pray'r, 
Firmly reſolv'd to make th'ungrateful Town 
Repent the vile Ingratitude they's ſhewn, 
He baniſh'd all Compaſſion from his Breaſt, 
And to her Fall inexorable preſs'd; 
Yet when his Mother ſued for deſtin'd Rome, 
The Hero's Conſtancy was overcome. 


Jap. Let us bear hence this Quinteſſence of Merit, 2 


for want of Spirit, 


Smutt. For dead ſhe is, and dy 
[They carry ber off. 
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SCENE changes to a Difliller's Back-Shop. 
Enter Worm with a Rope in his Hand. 


Whether *ris better here to live contemn'd, 
Or elſe, to Miſery to put an End ; 
Bravely to ſwing beyond the Reach of Fate, 
And ſcorn a World we ean't enjoy in State, 
Is now the Queſtion ? Can Worm's Spirit bear | 
To ſell his Horſe, and to put down his Chair, 8 
Ev'n when he'd thought of driving with a Pair. 
Can I ſubmit on Sundays to walk out, 
For Air, for Cakes, for Twopenny and Stout, 
With Wife and Children trudge thro Clouds of Duſt, 
Can I bear this, ye Gods, or is it juſt! 


= Muſt my dear Wife her dear Repeater loſe, 


urd-wide Stuffs, who'll now plain Silks re- 
ute, | 


And my poor Babes, —muſt they too want lac'd 


Shoes, 


Muſt I fuch Woe, ſuch Deſolation ſee, 


I, who ſupported them in Finery. 
[Puts the Nooſe about his Neck. 


= No; I'll choak the Thought, I'll take my Flight, 
And bid the cruel, churſiſn World good night. 


[ Hangs himſelf. 
Enter Mrs. Worm. 


Who's there? John Jom have I no Servants then? 


Sarab—Mary—W hat ' neither Maids nor Men? 


Enter a Man- Servant. 


Madam—did your Ladyſhip—Madam, call? 
Mrs. Worn. Impertinent !—T'l] clear the Houſe of 


all. 


You 
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You have been told to enter with a Bow, 
And filent wait till I my Pleaſure ſhew. 
Indeed, with Mr. Vorm you may be free, 
But know great Difference lies twixt him and me. 
He is a Tradeſman, bur learn, Sir, that I, 
Keep Company, and play with Quality: | 
Know, Silence ſpeaks Reſpect: Pray learn that Art, 
Or you and I ſhall very quickly part. 
[Servant bows, ſees his Maſter banging, and 
makes Sign. pulls out his Knife, and in dumb 
 Sheww ſeems to att if be jball cut him down. 
But what do all theſe antick Geſtures mean ? 
What are you mimicking a Harlequin? ___. ,, * 
. [Spies ber Husband. 
Oh Heav'ns and Earth, how ſhocking is this Sight !, 
"Twill ſpoil my being at the Court To night. 
Oh wretched Woman ! Oh unJucky Day ! : 
Four Hours Time in Dreſs quite throwa away. [ Afide, 
| [ Burſts out a crying. 
Fly! cut him down; Why does the Fellow ſtare ? + | 
This Diſappointment is too great to bear. (Aide. 
The Servant cuts him doun. 
Why James, Jobn, Joe, the Devil take you all, 
How do theſe careleſs Raſcals make me bawl. 


j 
Enter Three Men. | 
Go feel your Maſter's Pulſe, if he's not dead? — * 
Carry him up, and put him into Bed. if 
1 Serv. How came this fatal Accident about? 
Mrs. Worm. Fatal indeed; it ſtops my going our. 
2 Serv. He breathes and groans. 
Mrs. Worm. convey him to his Room. 
Joes do you run, bid Mr. Launcet come [Exit Joe. 
o let him blood; bid Sarah warm his Bed: 
Fames, do you chafe the Temples of his Head. / 
[Servants carry off Worm. 
Oh cruel Fortune ! thou haſt ſhewn thy & ight, | 
I ſhou'd have ſeen the Drawing-Room To night. 
This cruel Baulk, what Fleſh and Blood can — 
Oh curſed Luck ! Oh Deſtiny ſevere ! 
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He ſnapp'd 


ä 

Do'ſt hope to find an Azyle in the Grave? 
In Earth's dark Bowels ny doſt thou dive, 
And to elude my Rage, do' 

To th'Center dart, I'll to the Center too, 

Or plunge in Seas, thro” Seas will I purſue ; 
If by the fiery Lake thou think'ft N 7 
In-th'fiery Lake, I'll ſeize thee for the Rape, 


| 


* 
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By Decency confin'd, I ſtay at Home, 
But Rill my Heart is in the Drawing-Room. (Ex. 


S C EN E the Street. 


75 Scrubb . 
Serubb. Ha! 2 


Dare to diſpute the hungry Lion's Prey, 
With the wing'd Light'nings of the Thund'rer play; 
Scale Heav'ns high Battlements, inſult Jove's Throne, 
Deride his Godhead, and his Pow'r diſo wn, 
Rather than dare to think my Fair One's dead. 
Fab. Tis true, your Anger like the Gods I dread 
To you I owe, whene'er you have it, Bread. 
Lerub. What! ſhall a very Mortal dare to ſay 
Immortal Beauties are become mere Clay 
75 may 'ſt ſer heay'nly Pow'r at nought, 

is daring” for a God to think the Thought. 


Jap. We ſought all Means to give the. "air Relief, 


And op'd, by Harmony, to ſooth her Grief; 
With Salt-box Lid, and with a Rolling- pin, 


thought to drown the racking Loſs of Gin, 


While nut, in Concert, on the Bladder play'd, 

The ſofteſt Airs, to calm the rufled Maid: 

But Death, thy Rival, haftily came in, 

And promiſing no leſs than Seas of Gin, 

Found her blind Side; ſhe taken with the Snare, 

her up, as Greyhound wou'd a Hare. 

Her. Has Death then ta en her by ſo vile a Trick ? 
Jab. And bore her off, as Buzzard does a Chick. 
Scrub. Vile Poltroon, Death, baſe Scoundrel, trea- 


vainly ſtrive: 


Drag 


- 
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Drag thee to Light, force thee to quit thy Prize, 
And give the World new Blaze from Liveretta's Eyes, 


Death deſcends from the Clouds in a gilt Chariot, bis 
Dreſs compleat, a large Bag-Wig aud ſolitaire lac'd 
Waftecoat, clock d Stockings, &c. Snuff-Box in bis 
Hand, ſeveral Hotmen behind his Chariot. | 


Death Methought, as I drove by, to take the Air, 
Complaints and Threats broke, roundly, on my Ear. 
My Name is Death ; and if there's any one 
Will call me to account for what I've done, 

I wear a Sword, MAD, and Strike me dead 
If I fear any Man that wears a Head. 

Scr. The Threats aud eke Complaints from me aroſe, 
My Name is Scrub, and if thou'rt Death, we're Fors. 
Thou'ſt Robb'd me 2 rd 

Death. 1 thee! why Prithee what had ſt thou 

to loſe, 
Except thy Wits, which offer'd, I'd refuſe. 

Scrub. Thou'ſt robb'd me with inſinuating Art, 

Of Livere!ta, Prineeſs of my Heart. | 
With Mountain-Promiſes, thou drew'ſ her in, 
And mad'ſt her hope Eternal Seas of Gin. 

Death. Scyub, give's thy Hand —-ue'er Friends; 

I'm not the Death, 
Who charm'd with Liveretta, ſtopt her Breath; 
Jam the Death of thoughtleſs Fools Eſtates, 
And bring young Spendthrifts to the Priſon-Grates. 
Of gay beau Tradeſmen, and your truſting Taylor, 
I kill the Stock, then give them to the Jailor. 

Scrub In what an Error then have I gone on 
I find, by you, there are more Deaths than one. 

Death. Oh! we're a numerous Clan. 

Scrub, — —— hut by the Bye, 

Is there a Death, my Friend, for Poverty? 

Death. There is, and if you wou'd conciliate 

This Death, you'll do it at an eaſy Rate ; 
Lay common Senſe and Decency aſide, 
Flatter the GREAT, burn Incenſe to their Pride ; | 
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Keep a large Stock of Billinſgate at hand, 
And. let your Writings be mere Ropes of Sand ; 
Tis hard to anſwer, what none underſtand. _ 
A Flow of Words employ, inſtead of Senſe ; 
Inſtead of Truth, make ufe of Impudence : 
Lye roundly; if refuted, lye again; 
Beware of Wit, for that will prove thy Bane. 
A great Man never will be pleas'd to ſee | 
An Underſtrapper have more Wit than he. 
In Probity the fame ; rhe Men who rule 
By Conſcience, write a Man, or Wiſe, or Fool: 
Baniſh that Clog, only thy Intereſt prize, 
Pimp, flatter, lye, and thou wilt ſurely riſe. 

| [Death returns to his Chariot. 


| Serwb. 7. Means ſo vile I never will be rich. [ Exit. 


Death. Thou'lt then live poor, and die, like Dog 
in Ditch. [Speaks out of his Chariot. 
| [Flies off. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT WI. SCENE 1. 


Mr. and Mrs. Worm. 


Mrs. Worm. DU T why, my Dear, did'ſt take this 
| deſp'rate Courſe? _ 
Tho' Times are bad, we both have known them worſe. 
Reflect, my Life, when firſt you ſet up Trade, 
Scarce had we Money, Love, to purchaſe Bread; 
And hardly yet have ſeven Years gone round, 
But you can fairly ſhew Ten Thoutand Pound. 
Mr. orm. Ay, there's my Grief; for leſ than 
two Years more 
Cou'd not have fail'd t'have made that Ten a Score; 
Another Year, if ſtill our Trade had held, 
That Twenty had to Thirty 'Thouſand ſwell'd. 
In our Elections then I'd been of Weight, 
And I'd been courted even by the GREAT); 
Honours and Money had flown in upon me, 
And thou had'ft been my Lady Worm, my Honey. 
: | [Chucks her under the Chin. 
"Mrs V,. Still there are Means to riſe, you know 
cis Jurte 
Rewards all thoſe who do its Schemes ſupport. 
Mr W. Againſt my Conſcience and my Country vote? 
Mrs. V. Theſe are mere Words, my Dear, you've 
got by rote. 
Mr. #. What! when my Country's Liberty's in 
Danger! | 
Mrs.. T'Afﬀairs of State I find you are a Stranger. 
About your Country .you make much ado, | 
But what's its Rights or Libertics to you? 


It 
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If you went bare foot, wou'd it give you Shoes? 
And ſhou'd I for it an Advantage loſe ? 
What by your Country muſt. be underſtood, 
The Soil, the Trees, the Rivers or the Wood ? | 
Mr. V. No, none of theſe, by Country you muſt know 
Is meant the People. 
Mrs. V. — People! be it ſo. 
Among them all name one wou'd give a Crown 
If you were hang'd, my Dear, to cut you down. 
r. N Ecod that's right [Conſidering. 
Mrs. . ——— Oh is it ſo? then learn 
That ſuch a People is not worth Concern. 
But be things bad, as even Caleb writes, 
And that the Court deſigns upon our Rights; 
That th'Army will impoſe the ſlaviſn Yoke ; 
Are you ſufficient to avert the Stroke ? 
Mr. V Ecod that's true. 
Mrs. W. Well then, if you foreſce 
You can't prevent impending Slavery, 
Wou'd you for Company wear Chains, who might: 
be free ? 
Mr. V Why no. [Scratching bis Head. 
Mrs V. Which of the two, think you, better fares, 
Who plunder'd is, or who the Plunder ſhares ? 
Mr. . Why troth, my Dear, there's much in 
what you ſay. 
Mrs. 1 By me be guided, I will. make your Way 
To Riches and to Honour, tho' Trade fails. 
To ev'ry Wind the Sailor trims his Sails; 
He takes th'\dvantage, when the Gale is fair, © 
But when its croſs, does he for that deſpair, 
Or in a Tempeſt lay aſide all Care? 
* . Troth, that's well ſaid—!I find, my Dear, 
ou, 
It one Trade won't, another Trade will do. 
Let who will walk on Foot, or who can, ride; 
He muſt want Brains who ſtrives againſt the Tide. 
Mrs. V. You ſee the Winds root up the ſturdy Oak, 
The pliant Willow, never Tempeſt broke. 


Mr. 


2 
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Mr. . Which is moſt likely Party of the two, 

To plunder or be plunder'd, I would know ; 

For, as I ſaid, I ne'er will tem the Tide, 

That is, my Dear, I'll chuſe ne Srongef Side. 
* . Why that's no Queſtion, Honey, tis the 

Court. . 

Mr. I think it is, and I am ſorry for't. 

The Country is ſo poor, fo much kept under, 

That it will yeild, I fear, but little Plunder; 

How'ere, I'm for the Court : there's Prudence ſhewn 

When we cant get, that we can keep ourgown. 


Enter a Servant. 


Mr. Stillbead, Sir. 
Worm. Where ? 
_ 2 He 8 1 
ou ſee Company, he'd gladly know. 
3 Pray mei, him 1 
Mrs I'll leave you. 
Mr. Prithee wby ? | | 
Mrs. . It may'nt be proper that I ſhould be by. 
Stick to the Choice you've made; depend "ris right, 
And you may ſoon expect to be a —Knighe. LEH, li 


Enter Stillhead. 


Foul Deſolation rears its baleful Head, 
And o'er the State its leathern Wings has ſpread. 
The Nation's Sins, my Friend, enormous great! 
h. m' d us all to this deſtructive Fate. 
They're Pride and Luxury, to which we owe, 
Theſe Days of Sorrow, and this Weight of Woe. 
What Fagrpot Wickedneſs in ev'ry Street, 
Toupees, lac'd Waſtecoats, and Queue Wigs we meet. 
The Alchouſes are grown ſo rich of late, 
They ſcorn their Pewter, and drew all in Plate, 
The Vintners too, may now for Sheriffs fine, 
And even Poets dare Preſume to dine ; 
Whores, 
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Whores, Playhouſes, Yauxhall, and Maſquerade, 
Lacemen and Cooks, Taylors and every Trade, 8 
Which tend to Luxury have Fortunes made. 
Theſe are loud crying Sins! 
Stillbead. — — But why ſhould all 
The Puniſhment, upon Diſtillers fall? 
Worm. Shot-ſighted Mortals do fo little know, 
Thar Bleſſings, oft, they count a grievous Woe. 
Hill. Why do'ſt thou think, Friend Worm, I can- 


not ſee 
This Act has brought upon me Beggary. 
I can't but breax 
Worm. But there are other Ways, 
But which you may a greater Fortune raiſe. 
Fill. But name me one, 1 
Worm. Why you have good Invention, 
Write for the Miniſtry, and get à Penſion. 
Still. But I'm no Scholar — AE 
Worm. Where Learning brings a Man to keep his 
Chariot, ; 
To Want, it dooms five hundred, and a Garret, 
Of thoſe who're curs'd with Merit to their Share, 
"Twas never known that Fortune wou'd take care. 
"Suppoſe, as you're no Scholar, you ſhou'd take 
To Bookſclling, you may a Fortune make; 
The Trouble's ſmall, but monſtrous are the Gains, 
Which are extracted from poor Author's Brains ? 
The Bookſeller's at Eaſe, his Authors work; 
They are the harraſs'd Slaves — he the Grand Turk 
Kill. No, No; to this my Conſcience can't ſubg 
Why, where's the Harm, you only bite a Wit! c 
None calls it Cheating when the Biter's bit. 
They rob old Books, t'impoſe upon the Town, 
And you rob them, of what? what's not their own. 
What think you, if you ſhou'd commence Attorney 
Still. No, if I ever do, may Satan burn me; 
What live by others Ruin and Vexation ! 
Copies of Writs, and thoſe of Declaration, 
Notice of Enquirey and Execution. | 
Worm. Why now you talk methinks with Elocution, 


You'll 


y? 


ion, 
u'll 
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You'll make a Figure in the Sheriff's Court, 
Take to the Law: to cut the Matter ſhort, 
Where forty Shillings to the Plaintiff's due, 
Full fix Times, that the Charges bring to you. 
You're ſure of being paid, for let us ſay 

The Plaintiff's poor and forc'd to run away, 


Suppoſe him reſtiff, and won't pay your Bill, 
W hy ſue him next, it brings more Grift to Mill. 
Run him to Execution, ſtrip his Houſe, 
And do not leave the Raſcal worth a Souſe. 
Still. Id ſooner beg, than live by licens'd Plunder. 
Worm. I fear your Conſcience, long, will keep you 
under, 
Turn Counſel then | 
Krill. — What, Counſel without reading! 
Worm. Pſhaw ; Noiſe and Impudence paſs now for 
pleading, 
If your Opinion's ask'd on any Caſe, 
Firſt take your Fee, then with a thinking Face 
Say you'll conſider on't: you've much to do, 
But they ſhall have it in a Day or two; 


What's that to you? You've the Defendant till; ? 


Next ſearch your Books (ſoon as your Client's gone,) 


You'll find a Caſe in Point tis ten to one; 


But ſay you don't, ſign what you gueſs is right; 
If you are wrong, your Client ſuffers by't. 
Not you ——— 
Still. Why what you now advance, I think is true; 
But mayn't I thus ſome Families undo ? 
Worm. Pſhaw ; that's Practice Man; *tis your Cli- 
ent's Fault, N 
If when you leave him, he's not worth a Groat; 
Ruin, by Law, was ever underſtood; 
As Flies are Spider's, Fools are Lawyer's Food. 
Still. Shall I give Colour? No, I ne er can do't 
To puzzle Juries and protract a Suit: | 
Or elſe as void of Conſcience and of Honour, 
Fruſtrate the known Intent of ſome wiſe Donor ; 
Cut off Remainders by Recovery, 
And give the Heir the Cryer as Vouchee ? 


Think 


' 
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Think you, this juſt, is this a Recompence ? ' 
Nay don't it ſhock a Man of common Senſe, 
To heara Judge moſt-learnedly decree 

On what he knows is feign'd as well as we? 


And vaunt ſome Noftrum, whether Orops or Pills; 
Which cures all preſent, paſt, and future Ills. 
A few hard Words, Narcotick, Sudorifick, 
itick with Cathartick and Prolifick, 

Emetick and Hidropick, with few ſuch 
(Tho' miſapply'd it does not Matter much) 
With a bronz'd Front, full Wig, and ſolemn Looks, 
Some Monſters Skins, ſome Butterflys, Greek Books; 
Sea Feathers, Corrals, Embryo's in Wine, 
Pieces of Rocks, and bits of Raman Coin, 
Will ſet you up: Nay even leſs may do, 
For Virtuoſo and Phyſician too. | 
Doctors will thrive, while Fools in Britain ſwarm, 
And that will be, while yours and my Head's warm. 

Sill. But ſhould I poy ſon by my Want of Skill, 


Worm. E'n take to Phyſick, print, diſtribute 158 \ 


Worm. You'll gain Experience, Friend, by thoſe ' 


vou kill. 5 

Theft who recover tho* by Strength of Nature, 

Will cry you up; and dead Men write no Satyr: 

Lawyers by ruin live, your Bawds by billing, 

But Army Men and Doctors live by killing. 
Still. Suppoſe I'm ask'd what tis my Patients ail? 
Worm. Oh! Doctors of an Anſwer never fail; 

For if they'r puzzled ;- Rules of Art afford, 

A Kakaxia, or ſome barb'rous Word. 

Still. If Virtues of my Med'cines they conſult ? 
orm. Youanſwer ſtrait, the Quality's occult. 
Come, come, we'll o're a Bottle find within 
Some Succedaneum to our fallen Gin. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE opens and diſcovers Bavius, Mævius, Scrub, 
Funk, Stitch, Smut, Japan, Steel, and others round 
a Table, with Alehouſe Pots, Pipes and Tobacco. 


* 


Serub. The Cauſe of meeting here, there's none need 
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'Tis too well known 
Omnes. Ay indeed too well, 
_ Let then cach Man with Freedom ſpeak his 

ind, | 

And thus, perhaps, ſome Remedy you'll find. 

But let us not in idle Speeches waſte 

The precious? Time; the Ill requires haſte, 

Tun. Moſt learnedly, O Scrub, you ſtate the Caſe, 
(Tho! it is ſuch, as beggars all my Race:) 
Wherefore, ſince we can nothing execute, 

Tis better to ſubmit, than to diſpute ; 

To our Petitions let us have recourſe, 

And not, by ſtruggling, make our Caſe much worſe. 
Funk. Let us reſolve to have the Statute alter'd, 

Or die like Men 
Junn the Cooper. True; like Hero's halter'd. 
Bavius. Meanly Petition! No, our Soul's too great, 

Let ſwift Deftruttion ſeize the cruel State; 

To Arms, to Arms, tis Bavizs will begin, hs 

And Blood waſh out the Statute againſt Gin. 

To Souls like mine, Death is more glorious far, 

Than mean Submiſhon ; wherefore I'm for War. 


Enter Harlequin. 


But ſee the Soul of Wiſdom, Harlequin, 

Comes to aſſiſt us in retrieving Gin. 

Say thou Town's Joy, thou Source of Wit and Spirit, 
Say thou who, only, art allow'd true Merit. 

Shou'd Men like us e're condeſcend to ſue ! 

No, let our Swords the cruel Ac cut thro', : 
And bravely thus this Gordian Knot undo.” 


Harlequin waves bis Wand, it thunders and lightens, Gin 
deſcends from the Cleuds in the Shape of a Tan, 


Gin. I am the Soul of Gin, *twas I who fir'd 
The Soldiers breaſt; the Poet's Muſe inſpir'd: 
Mind well my Words, and with Attention hear, 


And like an Oracle thoſe Words revere. 
D ; Who 


26 The Fall-of Bos : Or, 

Who kicks againf the Pricks may hurt his Foot, 
bo bears one load, does add another to't. 
Haier often waits upon the Brave; 

The Gowand Soul as oft is made a Slave. [ flies up. 
Bav. The Oracle for War declares, tis plain, 
A mean Submiſſion rivets on our Chain. 


Harlequin makes Signs of hanging and quartering —— they 


all ſbake their Heads. 


Can Love of Life y our Reſolutions alter ; 

Or can you fear the Hangman's Knife or Halter. 
Refle&, my Friends, Gin is the noble Cauſe 

For which your Swords ſhou'd hew away the Laws, 
Wipe out the Senate, drench in Blood the Nation, 
And ſpread o're all the State wild Deſolation : 

But if your Swords are blunted by your Fear, 

VII fingly in the glorious Cauſe appear. 


Ha! do you ſhake your Heads, and can you falter, £ 


Enter a Cunſtable with a Proclamation in bis Haud, Har- 
leguin makes bim a great many Compliments in Dumb 
| 270 .—— 
Conſtable. Of this your Meeting having had Relation, 
I'me come to read to all, the Proclamation. 
And if you don't, as order'd, ſtrait retire, 
I'll bring the Guards, and order them to fire. 
I fear ſome Treaſon 1 ainſt the State, 
So ſhall not long your ReſoJution wait. 
Scrub. I my Obedience in refiring ſhew, 
Let the Brave tay, but let the prudent go.— [Exit. 
Bao I value not your Threats of Guards and fire, 
But in Obedience to the Laws retire, - [ Exit. 
Funk. All Men of Senſe, impending Danger ſhun, - 
What ſignifies my ſtay, I am but one, — [ Exit. 
unn. Let us, my Friends, all quietly go Home, 
Onnes. Ay, ay, that's beſt — - 
Conflabke, — Away then clear the Room, 


9D) TY Go OLExent all before the Conftable 


End of the Third Ad. 


EPILOGUE. 


Suppos'd to be ſpoken by a Woman. 


OULL think, perhaps, Pm thro' good Nature come 
Texcuſe our Author, and avert his Doom; 
Hang him; tis no ſuch Matter, I aſſure ye; 
Criticks, I lade the Scribler to your Fury: 

But, I forewarn you, ere jou looſe your Rage, 
That a whole Neff 4 Hornets you engage; 

For tho) on him, alone, you make th' Attack, 

Yeu ll bring his Brethren all, upon your Back : 
They, one and all, will fland in the Defence 

Of Freedom, gainſt the Tyganny of Senſe ; 

They we knock d the Shackles off, of Place and Time, 
And in their Scnzs, alone, are tied to Rhime ; 

The Towns Indulgence, gives their Genius Scope, 
And all now write like any Thing, but Pope. 
He dares not tafte the Sweets of being Free, 

And Sweats in Chains of Probability ; 

But he's a Wretth of wery ſmall Diſcerning, 

Fond of good Senſe, and antiquated Learning: 

For which he's damn'd by all the Brethren round 
Who'we brought the Art of Phœbus, to meer Sound. 
With fon'rovs Words they arm the Tragick Whiners, 
But leazve the Burthen of the Plat to Fomers. 
Perhaps they'll ſay Expence of Thought is waſte, 
Yours is the Blaim ; your witiated Taſte, 

With Bu foonty is pleas d, with gaudy Scenes, 

With Flambeaux, Crackers, Giants and Machines : 


Tha, 
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That while old Plays wuhich quite are = PEN 7 


Or Conjurei ns, will ſerve 

While Mana can ahjolutely Rule, * * 
De Chance flands equal with the Wit and Fool: 
For while the Maſters reign with Pow'r defpotich, 
Mile Rules of Art, to them, are Plants exotich, 
While thoſe, Tvho. 'ſearce can read do Fudges fit 
Of what is Humour, Elegance, or Wit, 

M Wander if Rombaſt, and ſom rous Rhime, © 
Uſurp the Stage; or that the true Sublime, 
Rejefed, mole ring in a Caffer lies, 


2 fold to P Cooks, ttoms Pies : 
and bf Place to 'Ribalary, 


yo — 222 to Eove in Hollow Tree. 
This is their Plen; do you the Ground remove, 


Explide what's Mountebanch, what's good Approve ; 
Shew that wwe live in a Afernin Age, | 
And bid goed & enſe reſume again t ER 


* 
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